ee cat up $0 suddenly that it 
We. ity Coralie retained her 
a his tnee. A baleful light 
in his eyes- Holding her at 
© 4, and staring into her de- 
m te asked: “ Do you mean 
a , you planned all the time— 

f i’s really my house, papa 
©). whispered bravely; “ Wilson 
F.4d about it! He yielded to 
coorvthing! And I had one room 
— specially for you, so that when 
. away you could come over 
i with us; and—just think! We 
Men talk to each other from the 
me of our houses! I thought you 
‘he so pleased!” 

es briskly set Miss Coralie 
Ther feet, and passed swiftly into 
private stnoking-room with the 
dproof doors. When he had 
ily closed and locked them, he 
Jown, rubbed his chin, opened his 
ice and tried to swear, but 
inguired anxiously of him- 
had completely lost his mind, 


RETT VAN ALLEN 
HALE fixed his single 
eye-glass in place and 
eaned over his aunt’s 
Hair. 


ed to accord ‘with his 


figure, “ who is the 


88 Amethyst St. Clare,” she 
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and ended by lauoh; 

. ; <_ u hi ' 

Ww Of total collapse” panel et 

j h : Y 5 a gee ; ‘ | 

do so i re oveted the Strength te 

; entered the living-roote a i 
‘ : weal, ne 


legraph Mr. 
feel peculiarly grate. 
oes oe ae ; » DEEN SO consid. 
erate; for don't you see, he mig rs 
made me give him my nis “a are 
Ouse, and 

your mother, and possi 
; Ossibly one or twe 
zi | WO 
peed instead, the has been satisfied to 
ge you, a house and lot, and about 
thirty thousand dollars. Well, I shal] 
=H “seus hee y rr longer cashier of 
€ Lumber - Dealers’ Bank is 
‘cmd after this 
“Vou 
Coralie. 
i mean,” said Fellowes, “that T 
want him down at my office. I am 
getting feeble-minded. I need an 
attendant. As a partner, possibly he 
can keep the other swindlers from 
making away with the remnant of my 


q >) 


fortune! 


mean—” anxiously began 


DY IMPOSSIBLE 


A SHORT STORY 


BY ELEANOR M. INGRAM 


“No. you heard perfectly well. 
That is the name on the register. And 
that is all any one knows. She 1s here 
alone, unchaperoned, in this hotel. The 
clerk says the rooms were telegraphed 
for, in advance, and that some man 
was to join her. But she has been 
here almost a month and no one ap 
eomne—1 fancy mo one ever will. 
looks very strange to everybody, 0 

39 
Tt is nearly midnight,” mused Mr. 
Hale. “TJ haven't seen her dance yet, 


+9 
nor has any one spoken to her. 
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His aunt again shrugged her hand- 
some, matronly shoulders, unfurling 
her fan. 

“No. She doesn’t know any one. 
I am astonished that she should have 
come to this exclusive place. People 
might have passed over the name, and 
even the preposterous jewels she wears, 
but her hair is too bad. Shall [ present 
you to Peggy Arkwright, Everett ? 
Have you heard that her aunt died last 
winter, and left Peggy a neat little 
fortune? A charming girl?” 

“Phat hair would be hard to pass 
over,” her nephew murmured, his 
meditative gray eyes still fixed on the 
alcove. “Thank you, aunt, [ think 
T'll meet Miss Arkwright later. I have 
an engagement for the present.” 

There could be no question as to the 
quantity of hair worn by Miss Ame- 
thyst St. Clare. The brilliant copper- 
gold tresses weighted her small head ; 
coil upon coil, puff upon puff, the ex- 
aggerated abundance was piled. 

’ The offense against taste was the 
more flagrant because the newest mode 
affected simplicity, and other women 
wore smooth, artfully demure coiffures. 
Miss St. Clare was not only prepos- 
terous, she was six months behind the 
fashion. 

For the rest, her small face and 
figure were pretty, if not beautiful, and 
her vivid complexion must have com- 
pelled admiration if her hair had not 
suggested rouge and pearl-powder as 
its natural accompaniment. 
|. When Hale returned to the ball- 

room in the company of the lean, 

 solemn-faced proprietor of the hotel, 
the girl in the alcove was sitting in 
- exactly the samme attitude of grave con- 
 templation that she had maintained all 
Her hands were folded in the lap of 
her pale-blue frock, her small feet were 
crossed, in their pale-blue, _ silver- 
yuckled dancing-slippers that had not 


} danced, There was dejection in the 
‘droop of her supple young body, and 
the disappointment of youth denied its 
; rights. 
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At the advancing couple she did 1 
look, until they halted beside her. be 

“Miss St. Clare, Mr. Hale has askec 
the pleasure of meeting you,” % 
nounced the hotel’s owner solemn 
“With your permission.” Vag 

Amazed, she raised her large, p 
ple-blue eyes to Hale's face, a sudden 
wave of color sweeping her cheeks, 
"he landlord discreetly retired. 


“Oh!” she faltered, quite A Re 
lessly. a9 . “uy a 
“Have I presumed too far? Hal - 


doubted, with his pleasant ease, looking 
down at her. “ You see, your peoj 
and mine don’t seem to know ¢a 
other, and I did want to ask yout 
ine have a dance.” .- 
The incredulity and shrinkt 
from-her gaze; like an impulsi 
she put out her hand. a 
“Oh, thank you!” she ex 
naively. “I should love it.” — 
He sat down beside her, an 
looked at each other. % 
There was no doubt that 
posterous hair was very beco 
exquisite in color, thrown 
trast by her darker eyeb 
lashes: the curve of her red mot 
childishly sweet. From acre 
room Hale saw his aunt’s st 
on him with frozen astonishm 
the compassion which had le 
the girl’s side hardened into 
mination. as 
“T only arrived from the 
afternoon, or I should have— 
privilege of meeting you befor 
he observed. ‘“‘ Business | 
town; even a struggling yo 
has some business. ’’ : 
“T know you just came,” 
@ Tl -saw. YOU strive. ae 
of time to watch other pe 
I’m all alone. But I didn’ 
—well—worked.” 3a 
“Might I inquire why nots 
“Why, you had so many gt 
and a bulldog on a leash, and- 
He waited expectant 
himself for the first time t 


“as 


ge 


) ee 


frankness. 
$ qamen wl 
OPP ee 


“We somehow 
1 wore them just 


he interrogated. = 

» ['m from Nevada. Phat 
hen here alone. Father sent me 
pave a good time until he cate. 
B went to New York to buy 
hen [ came here to wat for 


ith 
= Hi 


at gs, yes! And some one had 
hat pretty head with monstrous 
me of hair in the name of fash- 
aie reflected indignantly. No 
S father and daughter had saved 
Boned for one summer of East- 
ety, and had met this. 

usic was recommencing. He 
d bowed. She should have the 
ader of this evening, at least. 
know we are just as subject 
Phe said. “ We fancy all 
n girls are tanned nut-brown 
e wild horses.’ 

laughed, laying her hand on 


too blond to tan, but I do 


anced charmingly, with con- 
ight. 

hought no one would ask me 
mee, ever,” she avowed frankly, 
her eyes to his in hali-shy grati- 
leeting those eyes, Hale di- 
a flash of inspiration why a 
_godparent had named her 


would ask if they dared,” he 


dn’t they dare?” 


not know you.” 
499 i 


inful wilfulness in taking 


it him in grave appraisal, 
looked at him be- 
clear-eyed scrutiny 
-a clean blade. 

er wanted anything 
ndered verdict. 
cknowledged Hale, 
And after a moment: 
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not Amethyst. 


T18 


The music closed with 
combined instruments. 

1 he girl involuntarily turned toward 
the alcove, but her companion fixed his 
eye-pglass more firmly and guided her 
away from that dreary place of pil- 
lory, | 

“ May I bring you an ice?” he of- 
fered, perfectly aware that the eve- 
ning’s re Ireshments had passed her by. 

And won’t you try these seats near 
the window, where it is cooler? ” 

She had expected him to leave her 
after the dance; he read it in the sur- 
prised gladness of her transparent face. 
. hank you,” she accepted happily. 

A pink one, please—I have been 
watching people eat those raspberry 
ices all the evening, until I wanted to 
snatch one as they were carried past.” 

What Hale thought of the assem- 
bled company might have been inter- 
preted from his expression as he went 
on his errand. A girl with the stamp 
of innocence in every glance and vir- 
ginal line of her too-slim young body, 
she had been brutally sent to the Cov- 
entry of ostracism because she did not 
know how to dress and possessed a 
romantic name. 

Young ladies might be named Ruby, 
or Beryl, or Pearl, it appeared, but 
As for the lacking 
chaperon, what more natural in frank 
Western eyes than for her to wait here 
for her father? 

They ate their raspberry ice together. 
When Miss St. Clare drew off her 
glove, Hale saw the diamonds of which 
his aunt had spoken. They were quite 
as preposterous as the high-piled hair; 
if they had been genuine, the unpro- 
tected young girl would have carried 
several thousand dollars on her slender 
fingers. But they glittered bravely; 
like the coiffure, they suited her in 
some indefinable way. 

Afterward they danced again. The 
‘ntricate masses of copper-gold floss 
brushed Hale’s shoulder as they moved, 
and he looked down at them in comic 
dismay. How is it possible to ne see 
a lady that she wears too much hair: 


a crash of the 
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At the end of the dance Miss St. 
Clare looked up at her partner, softly 
flushed, but resolute. 

“ You've been awfully good,” she 
said. “I think I will go up-stairs 
now.” 

She was right, and he knew it. It 
would attract too much remark for 
them to remain together longer, yet he 
could not leave her alone. His respect 
for her increased. 

“Thank you for a delightful hour,” 
he yielded to the decision. “I wonder 
if you would give me a game of tennis 
to-morrow morning? ”’ 

Her amethyst eyes dilated, and grew 
wistful. 

“I should love it, but I don’t know 
how to play.” — 

“ May I not teach you? ” 

“ Really? It wouldn’t be a trouble, 
Mr. Hale? ” 

“It would be a great pleasure. 
And—” 

They were in the hall now, at the 
foot of the stairs, and the step she had 
ascended brought their eyes level. 

“I'd like to say that I don’t wear 
this eye-glass. from affectation,” he 
submitted. “A golf-ball struck my 
right eye last year, and I’m resting it. 
I hope to leave the thing off, some 

day.” > 

“Oh!” she gasped, aflame with 
blushes. “ Oh, I dike it!” And fled. 

Mr. Hale sought his aunt later. 

“ve been talking to Miss St. 
Clare,” he observed. “ You people 
have been badly mistaken. She is al- 
together the kind of a girl you would 
like, but she is from the West, and 


Some New York shopkeepers have 
taught her to dress—er—differently. 
father, who is to + th 


* s 


She is waiting for her 

“That you have been talking to her 
has been obvious to the whole room,” 
retorted Mrs. Hale. “ Ac for her 
being Western, I have met a great many 
Vestern people, and they were not in 
the least like that.” 


lam going to introduce her to you 
to-morrow,” 


acquair 

Sr aires ae ; my = 

Se Snail il + 
ae la + 3 


“You will be good enough to 
nothing of the kind. The girl is 
actress.” la 

“ I have known charming actresses.” 

“ You know very well what I mean.” 
She is playing a part. I do not believe — 
she is from the West; I do not believe’ 
in her never-appearing father. That— 
hair! ”’ : 

Mr. Hale prepared to depart. 

“You'll be conventional in pub 
of course,” he assumed. 

His aunt surveyed him grimly. 

“ Iam not a savage. I suppose th 
is no use of warning you, Everett; y 
always have your own way.” | 

“ Thank you,” said Everett. a 

He did present Miss St. Clare to Mrs. 
Hale, on the way to breakfast, ‘ne 
morning. The ceremony passed Ww 
frigid and impeccable courtesy on 
matron’s side, to which the girl | 
posed a serious, proudly shy dignity 
her own. If she played a part, s 
played it consistently. ee 

Later, the tennis lesson was give 
In the morning sunlight the wonder 
hair gleamed, the morning b 
dragged free little curls and flut 
them about the girl’s face. ne 

Hale decided that they must be her 
own, and regretted the high-piled mass 
that superfluously surmounted sue 
dainty tendrils. thar 
he had thought, in her white li 
frock, with a violet ribbon at the cc 


ceived decently, then ignored as 
as possible by the w But. th 


ture, ? Hale had compelled a bo 


qhrough halls and parlors an 
unnoticed outlaw. | 

on went further. Soon Miss 
might have had all the mas- 
rention she wanted, since Ey- 
le had thrown open the bar- 
tut she refused all intimate 
aship, holding herself aloof 
se who had shunned her. 

wuld not have chosen a better 
Aqued and resentful, the men 
keenly the girl who withheld 
y—and sought in vain. 

e they did not want to know 
rst, they shall not now!” she 
1¢ day to Hale. “ The women 
it to know me at all. I can't 
nd why, but it’s so, it’s so! 
yt shake your head, Mr. Hale— 
! [never did anything to them, 
So.” 

s the second week of their 
p, a friendship that had 
them much together, in spite 
aan-of-the-world’s care not to 
use the young girl by too-con- 
attentions. 

y were seated on a bench placed 
a clump of flowering althea 
ata corner of the lawn. Velvet 
s brocaded the bright grass; a 
Sunshine touched its golden 
Miss St. Clare’s hot cheek. 
w a deep breath of the pine- 
ur, and plunged into that icy 
Tankness at whose bottom lies 
thaps they are jealous of your 
Ms, or jewels, or something,” he 
Wed lamely. “Women are like 
f I've been told. Perhaps if you 
* your hair — er — differently — 
ner—’* 

fe plunge was taken. Flinching 
olsequences, he waited. 

Sut T can't fix it any other way!” 
*xclaimed, distressed. “ At home, 
st used to braid it, but of course | 
e a would never do here. I took 
ty. Ml a hair-dresser in New 
dee fore I could fix it this way, 1 


“a make itlook like theirs. Oh, 
eu like itp 2 


Hale, in a fever o 
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ary hi p het. . 
think it js eanitiful,” assured 
Caverness a7 
Morse. " Honestly, «] Teheit sight 
renee Ys r mire It im- 
; ght, since you 


re [ only thou 
asked me, that the other Women might 


—might—" 

she innocently came to his 
__ Yes, they might. But if 
it, I don’t care. Soon | 
and never see them.” 

" Like it!” he echoed. « Like it!” 
He checked himself, aghast at the self- 
revelation that confronted him. 


€ was in love, seriously in love for 
the first time since his school-days. 
The more he contemplated it the more 
serious the emotion loomed. He was 
in love with a girl named Amethyst St. 
Clare, who wore pounds of copper- 
colored hair and incredible diamonds, 
who had no visible relatives, and whom 
his world ostracized on sight. In love 
with her, and unashamed of it. 
The ardor of his broken exclamation 
had sent the soft color to her forehead. 


aid, 
iW you like 
will go away 


. A little frightened and embarrassed, she 


dropped her dark lashes and looked 
down at the small hands clasped in her 
lap. Hale scrutinized her deliberately, 
a slow, heady recklessness mounting 
through him. 

To marry on his income meant to 
resign all the bachelor luxuries he was 
accustomed to enjoy—to give up the 
motor-car he had recently acquired, to 
drop out of several expensive clubs, to 
live in a cramped apartment or in the 
suburbs. Well, does a girl give up 
nothing when she marries? — Had any- 
thing in his indulgent life yielded him 
an emotion comparable to this strong 
sweep of excitement and tenderness? 

“Amethyst,” he — said, his | voice 
changed in his own hearing. “ Ame- 
thyst!”’ . 

She started slightly, her breath 
caught and fluttered as she turned her 
face to him without lifting her lashes. 
There was no formal proposal. Primi- 
tively dumb as a cave-man, he took her 
in his arms and pressed his lips against 
her fresh young mouth, the master in 


possession. ~ 
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sounded from a neighboring path, her- 
alding a returning party from the golf- 
links. The girl opened ther violet-blae 
eyes, radiant with gladness and ex- 
quisite shyness, and still more exquisite 
submission to this new rule. 

‘* Please,” she whispered, rose-hued. 

It was a different Hale who looked 
at her; not a boy flushed in exultation 
at a love-victory, but a man in the dig- 
nity of realized manhood, who is to 
be husband and father, protector and 
breadwinner. Because he did not him- 
self comprehend what had overtaken 
him, he was wordless. He gently re- 
leased her, but with the new instinct 
of protection he rose and walked be- 
side her to the hotel, guarding her re- 
treat from the advancing group. 

There are many kinds of kisses; that 

, which they had exchanged comes once 
in each life. They separated on the 
crowded veranda, without further 
speech, but as conscious of betrothal 
aS any ceremony could have made 
them. 

Hale dressed for dinner, then went 
to his aunt’s private sitting-room. 

“I want to bring Miss St. Clare to 
our table after this,” he announced, 
surveying the handsome old lady who 
stood before a mirror, wielding a pow- 
der-puff. 

“ Everett! 


| 
| Laughter and approaching voices 
| 


Never! ” 
Soy “Then I shall go sit at hers.” 
wae Mrs. Hale Set the puff in a jar of 
—___ cold-cream and faced her nephew. 
_ “You mean to force that girl upon 
~_. me, Everett Hale? ” | 
“Not at all; only to say that you 
__ must accept both of us, or neither.” 
“You don’t mean—you can’t mean 
____ that you are mad enough to be serious? 
(ee ee he oye es a S, 
__ i think,” said Hale slowly, “that 
=. 2 at-sane for the first time in my life. 
And I’m going to stay sane. Shall I 
bring Miss St. Clare to our table? ” 
_“ If you do, I shall leave it!’ warned 
his suffocating kinswoman. 


| _ Fle nodded acceptance of the deci- 
sion, and went down-stairs. 


ee i to: 


THE CAVALIER. 


‘EFS. 


But neither challenge was put to the 
test. Miss St. Clare did not come de wn 
to dinner until Mrs. Hale had dined and 
departed. Hale waited in the hz 
ready to meet the small descends 
figure when it appeared. , ¥ 

“May I dine with you?” he aske 
as she paused before him. : 

She regarded him rather wistfully.” 
She wore the pale-blue gown of their 
first meeting, and a little of that f 
evening’s timidity had returned to h 
bearing. | 

“ Dare you?” she countered. 

“ You know I hope to do so all ¢ 
lives, Amethyst.” aes 

For the first time since her arri 
Miss St. Clare did not enter the 
rather appalling dining-room alc 
The masses of copper-gold hair loo 
less exaggerated with Hale’s tall f 
looming above them. Undeniably 
impossible girl was pretty; to-night 
was something more. Attention 
cused upon their table. hae 

“I can’t talk to you here. Will. 
come out on the lake afterward? ” 
urged. aL 
~ if you think I had better, yes.” 7 

The trust steadied him, recalli g his 7 
judgment. | aie 

“ No, you had better not,” he con- 
ceded, with a grim glance of distaste 
around the curious roomful of obser 
“Amethyst, how soon can- 
reach your father—or will you ace 
me without such a formality? I w 
to announce our engagement.” 

The word painted her cheeks pe 
bright again. 

~ He may be here any day 
she told him. “I must wait fo 
if you knew him you would no: 
that! Are—are you very sure that. 
want me? There are so many things: 
about your world that I do not under= 
stand. Father never could bear to hav 
me away from him, so I grew up in a 
little Western town. I was taugh 
things, but that is so different fror 
living them. Are you sure?” me 

“ Do you think it is fair to ask | 
questions like that before a crowd 


yee 
ie 


ey with aw 3 
a Then I have you alone. 
; you said something about 


dusk. ; 
hours later Hale left his 
im the quiet retreat while he 
=k to the hotel in search of a 
cover her bare throat and arms. 
preeze had risen with the rising 


ss not absent long, but when 
jd another voice sounded in 
riadraped place. By the 
ay and silver light he saw 
nyst was standing, her back 


me was a stout young gentle- 
of those who had striven to 
her acquaintance after Ever- 
had led the way. He pos- 
puch more wealth than in- 
without being immoderately 
but his vanity dwarfed both 
that vanity Miss St. Clare 
ounded. 
pe SO stand-offish. he was 
feavily playful. I saw 
kiss this afternoon on 
what goes for one goes 
me on! ”’ 

we that gripped him was 
xpectedness. A power- 
K him back and forth 


tummier-house. 
speak to my fiancée, 
le,’ Hale snarled at 


Acti n’s giddy confusion, 
t of the fastidious 
ent to Amethyst 5t. 


stow!” he choked 
33 
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aiter at my elbow? 


um j Tailing ang y 
ye Into the lake lnar and dropped 
snout, a huge splash, an here was 


src Amethyst Cried oy ‘ Be 
ts tw : 1 
dpa twenty feet deep, and the Tene 
aes miming,” “Hale nes es 
surance « Se Panted reas. 


But s <s 
© \ a she was already in 3 
sobbing and |a hing t- : 

& “ughing together 

It stayed on! | te Sg 
| ai Ot Ohy Everesy 
looked so splendid » you 
Sarid ats and dreadful and 
Placid, Even it sta ed on!” 

What?” he ae 

a eee wondered, 

cae monocle.”’ 
his eye- bee Hale, touching 

™ A S858, “Quite so, Well” 

_ +verett dear, I have seen hundreds 
Of men who could knock others about 
but hever one who could do it in eve- 
ning clothes and a monocle without 
even being ruffled.” 

A chuckle echoed from the doorway, 
but the sound was overwhelmed in the 
floundering, puffing exit of the stout 
young man from the lake. The one 
who had laughed remained in the back- 
ground, an unnoticed and interested 
observer. 

It was some moments before the red- 
gold head was lifted from Hale’s 
shoulder. et 

“T guess I’d better go in,” she sug- 
gested. “It's getting late, and you 
know they don't like me, anyhow, 

“Tt’s a case of liking us,” he quietly 
reminded her. . 

The corner of the veranda was 
ciipied by a dozen neglected ladies, sut- 
fering from the dearth of masculine 
society so common to summer pests 
It was with no sve Pot ee 

| vent 0 é 
contemplated es Clare and her de- 
posterous Miss ot ‘ 


arms, 
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sirable escort. . é 
peer foot of the steps Hale — : 
“JT have forgotten your oh ee nf 4 
-claimed, with sudden aie to spring e 
exe eaent he had dropped to : 
spe eee ‘’s insulter “Will you 2 
| yst's 1 Fads ; 

on Amethyst - tt? : 
oe me for one moment L ithen : 
ai Certainly,” she acquiesced. . 
€ ’ 4 
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cretly dismayed glance at the bevy 
se 


# 


‘Sy Sie dues 


TS OS ee. ae ee eee ae pO ag eee 


; 
LE 
| 
x 


Le You believe it's false? 
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of doves watching her in the m 
yht. | 
"er he dismay was not unfounded. As 
Hale's figure vanished between the 
trees, Miss Peggy Arkwright spoke in 
her drawling accents: 

“T beg your pardon, Miss St. Clare 
—your hair is coming down. You 
might like to put it in place before Mr. 
Hale returns.” 3 

Amethyst hastily put up her hand to 
a slipping mass of puffs, smiling warm 
ly with gratitude for the supposed 
friendliness. 

“Oh, thank you!” she exclaimed. 
“Tt is falling down.” , 

“Yes. That would be quite a 
calamity, wouldn't it?” 

Faint amusement rippled through 
the group. Amethyst stiffened, her 
smile gone. 

“Why?” she demanded. 

Miss Arkwright rested her satin- 
smooth head against the back of her 
chair and covered a yawn with two 
slim fingers. 

“Why, indeed?’ she agreed. “ But 
men are so fond of romance; we have 
to preserve it for them by pinning on 
our coiffures in private.” 

It was too true that Amethyst St. 
Clare lacked poise and training. Oth- 
erwise, she would never have retorted 
as she did, when the innuendo sank 
into her comprehension. 

_ Pin it on?” she slowly repeated. 
You be- 


ootll- 


. Some one laughed. \W th a swift, 
passionate movement she raised both 
hands to her head and dragged the sup- 
porting hairpins from the intricate 
coils, her violet eyes ablaze. Hale ar- 
rived at the steps in time to see the 
fall, as she freed the last restraint by 
a shake of her small head. 

“False!” she gasped, breathless 
with outraged pride, as the cascade 
covered her, 

: Coil after coil, puff after puff, the 
silken lengths rippled free, cloaking her 
with copper-gold; a curling, gleaming 
torrent that reached her knees—the 
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hair of a fairy-tale, of Melisang, 
punsel, Fair Goldilocks. Preposteres 
No, but incredible, bewildering | 
‘¢ Amethyst!” cried the 4d. 
Hale, clutching the balustrade. — 
She turned to him, scarlet 
shame and wrath, quailing befo; 
den dread of his anger at her 
of convention. — 
“They said it was false,” ; 
pealed piteously, like a child d 
ting rebuke. ‘‘ They said you ¢ 
so. Oh!” abruptly stricken wi 
truth. “ You did think so!” 
Mechanically Hale fixed his 
and advanced to the veranda. 
“Tt doesn’t matter what I th 
since you have been good enor 
accept me, does it?” he asked. 
“Ladies, allow me to explair 
Miss St. Clare has done me the 
honor of consenting to be my 
Amethyst, let me take you in.” 
But another man was before 
risen out of the darkness. i 
‘“ T reckon, sir, that her father 
best man to take her in just now 
stranger stated, his masterful, 
what harsh voice crisp with d 
“ No disparagement to you, sir. 
to know you.” 
With a ery of sheer joy Am 
clung to the arm passed around 
Hale was tall, but this man was tal 
an eagle-faced man with short-clip 
curling white hair and biting gray 
“ My little girl’s been writing 
every day, and I've been looking @ 
bit this evening,” he added dr 
“ There’s considerable we don't” 
about Eastern ways, she and I, b 
know men. Mr. Hale, I pres 
’'m Tom St. Clare, of Amet 
River, Nevada. What?” at 
change in the other man’s face. “4 
didn't know?” 
“ No,” confessed Hale, unmis 
bly honest. “I didn’t know.” 
Mr. St. Clare put out his hand. 7 
“ Come have a drink,” he invite@%9 
There was a long silence 0 ™ 
porch after the three had disappe@™®™ 
Within. Into it broke a stout, vety ™ 


Kast 


ie 


F coe 


climbing wheezily up the 


+ of my canoe,” he ex- 
yily nonchalant. ‘“‘ What 
got to say of our super- 
being engaged to the little 
Clare? Did well, didn’t 


he,” said Peggy Arkwright 
ly. “ Miss St. Clare happens 
-only child of Mr. Tom St. 
Nevada, my dear Freddie. 


ee 
ee 


~~ 


came over one evening to 
MN where Tillotson and I 
were encamped and an- 
nounced, in English that 
was not so much broken 
that he would cut our 
r water, and make him- 
rreeable if we would 
a bunk in one corner 
a few choice shrugs 
s he made it plain 
accommodations in 
t suit him. 

an upright sec- 
ore the folded-back 


good!” added 


- admiration 


e! I hear!” 
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We are t 
00 ready 
are some milliona} - rorget that there 
The 1onaires not in our set.” 
Hale rhe a ck Mrs 
, er corner. “Th hes 
ty those diamonds were sisay ties 
Miss Arkwright’s hard littl laug 
rang out. ; wii 
wos! honest with ourselves!” she 
"ait gee We will learn to forgive 
the millions and the diamonds— 


but we Wi 
s will always COV er 

. wt O* et h De 
terous hair.” aie Hie 
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moved his pipe, at the unexpected musi- 
cal criticism, and stared at the critic 
with awakened interest. 

“ Do you play the flute * he asked. 

“No-—not heem! Me—other thing— 
Different—” Describing musical 1n- 
struments was plainly beyond his vo- 
cabulary. “ Got here!” he concluded 
abruptly, pulled what looked like a 
blackened section of broomstick from 
beneath his corduroy jacket, and hand- 


illotson. 
*! It pa a perfect cylinder—abowt 
thirty inches long, hollow, ~ig - 5 
ends, made of some phat ag ta AS 
ube) on rnere illotson looked it 
ee of the finger-holes to his 
over, Put Oth flute fashion, 


an J 
ie 
, 
= 
: 
é 
vs 
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